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THE 


SPMAKE  R. 

—     I  III  ■r'TTj><y^*24B^>o<;:=^  ' 

MISCONCEPTION. 

ERE  night  her  sable  curtain  spread. 
Ere  Phoebus  had  retired  to  bei 
In  Thetis'  lap  ; 
JEre  drowsy  watchmen  yet  had  ta*en 
Their  early  nap  ;       c ^  ^ 

A  wight,  by  hungry  fiend  made  boldj 
To  farmer  Fitz  Maurice's  fold 

Did  slily  creep  ; 
Where  num'rous  flocks  were  quiet  laid 

In  th'  arms  of  sleep* 

No  doubt,  the  sheep  he  ixieant  to  stealj  |- 
But,  hapless,  close  behind  his  heel        if  J 

Was  ploughman  Joe, 
Who  just  arrivM  in  time  to  stop  ^  

The  murd'rous  blow.  *^ 

May  ill  luck  on  ill  actions  wait ! 
The  felon  must  to  justice  straight. 

Be  dfagg'd  per  force. 
Where  persecutors  urge  his  guilt 

Without  remorse* 


With  fear  ^'erWhelm'd  the  victim  stands. 
Anticipates  the  dread  commands 

From  th'  el  bow  chair,  ( 
Where  justice  sits  in  solesnain  crtttte/' 

With  brow  austere       sdm>l  la^cii:  hiur 

.:  ...  . 

"  Rogue  !  what  excuse  hast  thou  for  this  ? 
For  to  old  Gilbert  Fitz  Maurice, 

Thou  knew'st  full  well. 
The  sheep  within  that  fold  belong*d~ 

Come,  quickly  tell! 

Confess  thy  crime,  'twill  nought  avail 
To  say,  the  mark  above  the  tail 

Thou  didst  not  heed  ; 
For  Go  F.  M.  in  letters  large, 
Thou  plain  might'st  read." 

"  *Tis  true  I  did,"  the  thief  replies. 
But  man  is  not  at  all  times  wise  : 

As  Tm  a  glutton, 
1  clearly  thought  that  G.  F.  M. 

Meant — Good  Fat  Mutton.'^ 


THE  BRUSH-MAKERS. 

TWO  brush-makers  of  some  renown, 
Long  had  been  rivals  in  the  town ; 
Whatever  Jones  ask'd  you  for  a  sweeper. 
The  other  quick  would  sell  you  cheaper; 
This  conduct,  strange,  so  much  opprest  him. 
That  meeting  once,  he  thus  addressed  him  : 
"  I  steals  the  stuff,  to  save  ray  pelf, 
And  then  I  makes  them  up  myself ; 
So  cannot  think,  tho'  oft  I  try. 
How  you  can  cheaper  sell  than  I 
*^  rU  tell  you,  friend,"  the  other  saidj 
"  I  steals  my  brushes  ready  made  !" 


THE  SINNERS  AND  THE  SKULLS. 


A PAIR  of  youths,  too  fond  of  missing. 
That  is,  of  one  sad  crime  call'd  kissing. 
Could  never  let  the  girls  alone  ; 
For  ever  busy  with  their  lips^^ — 
Of  Adam's  block  two  nice  young  chips. 
As  good  for  love  as  e'er  was  known. 

To  expiate  these  kissing  crimes. 
Committed,  Lord  ?  a  thousand  times  ; 

The  priest  enjoin'd  them  penance  twenty  nights- 
Each  in  his  bed  a  human  skull. 
Cheek  by  jowl. 
To  try  what  good  might  be  perform'd  by  frighta 

In  a  few  days  the  sinners  met— . 

"  Pierre,  wasn't  thee  in  a  dev'lish  sweat. 

To  sleep  so  near  a  d — n'd  old  stinking  head  ? 
My  senses  all  were  nearly  lost ; 
I  dreaipt  of  nothing  but  a  ghost ; 
Egad,  I  thought  I  should  have  died  With  dread. 

Well,  was  not  thine  a  dismal  night  ? 
How  did  thy  spirits  bear  the  fi  it^ht  ?" 

Why,  very  pleasantly,  faith/'  answer'd  Pierr^^ 

So  far  from  seeing  ghosts  and  hell,  ^ 
I  ne'er  lik'd  penance  half  so  well: 
And  yet  the  head  was  all  night  at  my  ear  !'* 

*^  Why,  how  the  deuce  is  this?"  quoth  Paul, 
You  mean  to  laugh  at  me,  that's  all- 
Dost  take  me  for  an  ass.  so  very  dull  I" 

"  Then  to  convince  thee,  Paul,'*  quoth  Pierr^^ 
"  A  trifliilg  whisper  in  thine  ear~ 
I  had  a  female  body  to  my  skull  V* 
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DIALOGUE, 

BETWEEN  AN  IRISH  INN-KEEPER  AND  AN 
ENGLISH  GENTLEMAN* 

Englishman.    HoLLO !  house  ! 

Inn-keeper,  I  don't  know  any  of  that  name. 

Eng.  Are  you  the  master  of  the  inn  ? 

Inn.  Yes  sir,  please  your  honour,  when  my  wife's 

3m  home. 

Eng.  Have  you  a  bill  of  fare  > 

Inn.  Yes  sir,  the  fairs  of  MuUingar  and  Ballina- 

)e  are  next  week. 

Eng.  I  see  — How  are  your  beds  ? 

Imt.  Very  well,  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Eng.  Have  you  any  mountain  ? 

Inn.  Yes,  sir,  this  country  is  full  of  mountains, 

Efig.  I  mean  a  kind  of  wine. 

Inn.  Yes,  sir,  all  kinds,  from  Irish  white  wine 
utter  milk)  to  burgundy. 
jBw^.  Have  you  any  porter  ? 

Inn.  Yes,  sir,  Pat  is  an  excellent  porter  :  he'll  go 
y  where. 

Eng.  No,  I  mean  porter  to  drink. 

Inn.  Of  sir,  he'll  drink  the  ocean,  never  fear  him 

?  that. 

Eng.  Have  you  any  fish  ? 
Inn.  They  call  me  an  odd  fish. 
Eng.  I  think  so;    I  hope  you  are  not  a  shark. 
Im.  No,  sir,  indeed  I  am  not  a  lawyer. 
Eng.  Have  you  any  soals? 
j  Inn.  For  your  boots  or  shoes,  sir  ? 
Eng^  ¥sha\     Have  you  any  plaice? 
1 7;m.  No,  sir,  but  I  was  promised  one  if  I  would 
teforMrB. 

&ig.  Have  you  any  wild  fowl  ? 

Inn.  They  are  tame  enough  now,  for  they  have 

en  killed  these  three  day. 


6 


Eng.  I  must  see  myself. 

Lifu  And  welcome,  sir :  Til  fetch  you  the  looking 

glass 

THE  DROPSICAL  MAN. 

A JOLLY  brave  toper,  who  could  not  forbear. 
Though  his  life  was  in  danger,  old  port  an( 
stale  beer. 

Gave  the  doctors  the  hearing — but  still  would  drinl 
on, 

Till  the  dropsy  had  swelFd  him  as  big  as  a  tun  ; 
The  more  he  took  physic,  the  worse  still  he  gfew. 
And  tapping  was  now  the  last  thing  he  could  do. 
Affairs  at  this  crisis,  and  doctors  come  down. 
He  began  to  consider — so  sent  for  his  son  : 
"  Tom,  sec  by  what  courses  Tve  shortened  my  life> 
I'm  leaving  the  world  ere  I'm  forty-and-fivfe  ; 
More  than  probable  'tis,  that  in  t>venty-four  hours. 
This  nianor,  this  house,  and  estate,  will  be  your's  i 
Ivly  early  excesses  may  teach  you  this  truth, 

1  s  working  fur  death  to  drink  hard  in  pue' 
youth  " 

Says  Tom  (who's  a  lad  of  a  generous  spirit. 
And  not  bke  young  rakes ^lio 're  in  haste  to  inherit 
*^  Sir,  don't  be  disheartened,  although  it  be  true,  ,\ 
Th'  c^eration  is  painful  and  hazardous  too,  ! 
'Tis  not  moiet'ian  what  many  a  man  hasgone  throu^l 
And  then,  as  for  years,  you  may  yet  be  calfd  youn 
Your  life^  after  this,  may  be  happy  and  long." 

Don  t  flatter  me,  Tom/'Vwas  the  father's  reply, 
Iv'ith  a  jfest  in  his  mouth,  and  a  tear  in  his  eye  :  j 

Tog  well,  by  experience,  my  vessels,  thou  know's 
i\a  sooner  are  tapped  bat  they  give  up  the  ghost. 


THE  IRISH  GHOST. 


r  N  days  of  yore,  bat  since  the  flood, 
I.  Whilst  Teague  in  bed  was  snoring, 
I  spectre  'fore  him  ghastly  stood. 
And  woke  him  with  its  roaring, 

)fo  nose  it  had,  nor  e'er  an  eye, 

Nor  mouth  to  eat  its  bread  ; 
Vnd  would  you  know  the  reason  why  ? 

Alas  !  it  had  no  head  ! 

fVith  horrid  gape  Teague  viewM  the  sprite. 
Then  cried,  "  Ah  !  now  he  spa  king  f 

Vnd  aise  me  from  my  sad  affrig^ht. 
And  tell  me  if  I'm  waking  ?" 

'  Arrah,  my  dear  !"  the  shade  replied, 

I  cannot  spake  you  now  ; 
Jut  I'm  thy  father's  ghost,  who  died,. 
Beheaded — G-d  knows  how  !" 

^  Alack,  poor  ghost !"  the  son  exclaimM, 
"  No  wonder  tliou'rt  not  frisky, 

?or  he  most  surely  must  be  d — d, 
Who  cannot  drink  his  whisky." 

*  Ah  !  honey,  true  ! "  the  sprite  resum'd. 

Therefore  I  leave  the  dead : 
\.nd  that  I  mayn't  to  h— 1  be  doom*d, 

I'm  looking  for  my  head 


NEW  MODE  OF  SWING  YOUR  MONEY 
FROM  ROBBERS. 

|NCE  on  a  time,  'tis  said,  that  Houns'ow  Heath  ^ 

Was  by  a  gang  of  robbers  sore  infested, 
tVlio  with  the^sword  of  justice  boldly  jested, 
1  Mister  Kirby's  necklace  stopp  d  their  breath., 


Three  doughty  officers  of  volunteers. 

Knights  of  the  thimble  (fame  reports)  and  sheers, 

Stopping  at  Hoanslow  in  a  chaise  and  pair, 
Ask'd  fiercely  if  the  Heath  was  safe  from  thieves  : 
"  Yes,  Sir/*  replied  the  ostler,  *'  I  believes; 

Besides,  what  needs  such  warlike  gemmen  care?'* 

The  ostler  had  a  friend  that  lurk'd  at  hand, 
A  tribute  gatherer  on  the  road— no  worse; 

Who,  viewing  slily  this  rodoubted  band. 

Swore  each  should  pay  the  forced  loan  of  his  purse. 

Or  put,  to  speak  more  like  a  politician. 

Their  money  in  a  state  of  requisition  ! 


Away  then  rode  he  on,  to  wait  his  prey  ^ 
The  heroes  paid  their  score  and  off  went  they : 
But,  ere  they  half  the  heath  had  cross'd, 
They  found  the  chevalier  upon  his  post : 
He  stopped  the  chaise — Geramen,"  says  he, I  hear 

This  road  is  horridly  by  rogues  beset ; 
And,  though  such  valiant  men  despise  all  fear. 

Perhaps  you'll  be  in  danger  if  you're  met/' 

At  this  their  powder'd  locks  began  to  bristle; 

What  shall  we  do?"  they  cried,'     oh,  tell  ui 
what!'* 

"  Why,  gemmen,*'  says  the  rogue,  and  shew'da  pis-i 
tol— 

"  Best  leave  your  cash  with  me ;  Til  tell  you  that.'* 
What  I  all  our  money  !    Nay,  for  goodness  hold.** 
Yes,  all — quick,  quick  !**  replied  the  rogue,  '*youi|i 
gold!  !■ 
Make  haste  !— your  watches  too  must  be  unfobb'd  .j' 
Or,  d  n  my  buttons.  Sirs,  but  you'll  be  robb'd  /"  j  ' 


o 


THE  OYSTER. 

NCE,  (says  an  author,  where  I  need  not  sa}')  e| 
Two  travellers  found  an  oystei*  in  their  way  : 


1 

lei 
0 

hi 
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Both  fierce,  both  hungry,  the  dispute  grew  strong, 
While,  scale  in  hand,  Dame  Justice  pass'd  along. 
Before  her  each  with  clamour  pleads  the  laws. 
Explained  the  matter,  and  would  win  the  cause. 
Dame  Justice  weighing  long  the  doubtful  right. 
Takes,  opens,  swallows  it  before  their  sight. 
The  cause  of  strife  remov'd  so  rarely  well. 
There  take,  ^says  Justice,)  take  ye  each  a  shell, 
k^'e  thrive  at  Westminster  on  fools  like  you  : 
Twas  a  fat  oyster — live  in  peace— adieu. 


THE  JEW  BEGINNING  THE  WORLD  AGAl^ 

TWO  criminals,  a  Christian  and  a  Jew, 
Who'd  been  to  honest  feelin^j^s  rather  callous, 
/Vere  on  a  platform  once  expos 'd  to  view ; 

Or  come,  as  some  folks  call  it,  to  the  gallows; 
)r,  as  of  late  a  quainter  phrase  prevails, 
To  weigh  their  weight  upon  the  city  scales. 

in  dreadful  form,  the  constables  and  shrieve, 

The  priest,  and  ordinary,  and  crowd  attended  ; 
rill  fix*d  the  noose,  and  all  had  taken  leave, 
I  W^hen  the  poor  trembling  Israelite,  befriended, 
■ieard,  by  express,  from  officer  of  state, 
'i  gracious  pardon  quite  reverse  his  fate. 

Jnmov'd  he  seem'd,  and  to  the  spot  close  sticking, 
Ne*er  offers,  though  he's  bid,  to  quit  the  place, 

riil  in  the  air  the  other  fellow  kicking  ; 
The  Sheriff  thought  that  some  peculiar  grace, 

>ome  Hebrew  form  of  silent  deep  devotion, 

lad  for  a  while  deprived  him  of  his  motion, 

^ut  by  the  Sheriflf  being  ask'd  aloud. 
Why  not  with  proper  officer  h€  went  ? 
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He  answer'd  thus,  (surprising  all  the  crowd) 
With  eyes  upon  the  dying  Christian  bent, 
"  /  ohti^  wait  awhile,  before  I  coes, 
"  Of  Mister  Catch  to  puy  ie  tead  man's  clothes:' 


JACK  KETCH  AND  THE  FRENCHMAN. 

A FRENCHMAN  once  ot  some  assizes, 
(*Twas  Nottingham  the  muse  surmises,) 
Fell  justly,  by  the  course  of  law, 
A  victim  for  un  grand  faux  pas. 
When  he  approached  the  fatal  tree, 
(Vn  autre  Place  de  Greve  pour  hie.  J 
And  when  Jack  Ketch  prepar'd  to  tie 
The  noose  that  should  exalt  him  high, 
Instead  of  praying  to  the  Lord, 
Monsieur  exclaimed,  "  Ah  misericorde 
*^  Measure  the  cord  T  replied  Jack  Ketch, 

Measure  the  cord  yourself,  you  wretch!** 
Still  miser icorde  was  all  his  cry. 
Ah!  m'isericorde I  dat  I  should  die  ! 
^^  Ah  !  misericorde  I  good  folk,  good  bye 

Measure  the  cord,  you  sniv'ling  cur 
Rejoin*d  the  executioner  ; 
**  *Tis  long  enough — I  know  ^twill  do 
"  To  hang  a  score  ^uch  rogues  as  you  ; 
And  since  you've  been  a  thieving  elf. 
Measure  the  cord,  I  say.  Yourself:* 


THE  PRIEST  AND  OSTLER. 

ONCE  at  some  holy  time,  perhaps  'twas  Lent, 
An  honest  hostler  to  confession  went. 
And  there  of  sins  a  long  extended  score. 
Of  various  size  and  shape  he  mumbled  o'er; 
Till  having  clear'd  his  conscience  of  the  stuff, 
(For  any  rooderate  coiigcience  quite  enough) 
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ie  ceas'd.  "What  more  ?"  the  tever^nd  father 
j  cried —  ;.  :.it^ 

'  No  more/' — th*  unburtben'd  penitent  replied.:ici 
I'  But,"  said  the  artful  priest^     yet  lanreveard,   1  '* 
1^  There  lurks  one  darling  vice  within  your  thought 
!  conceaPd : 

I'  Did  you,  in  all  your  various  modes  of  cheating, 
r  Ne'er  grease  the  horse's  teeth  to  spoil  their  eating  ?'* 
Never,''  cried  Crop.   So  then,  to  close  each  strain. 
He  was  absolved,  and  sent  to  sin  again. 
Some  months  from  hence,  sad  stings  of  conscience 
feeling. 

Crop,  at  confessional  again  was  kneeling.    '  -^ 
When  lo  !  at  every  step  his  conscience  easing, 
Out  popped  a  groan,  and  horses'  teeth  and  greasirig ; 
"  Sancta  Maria!"  cried  the  astonished  priest, 
"How  much  your  sins  have  with  your  days  increas'd; 

When  last  I  saw  you,  you  deny'd  all  this."  I 
"  True,"  said  the  ostler,  ^'  very  true  it  is ; 
**  And  also  true,  that,  till  that  blessed  time, 
"  I  never,  father,  heard  of  such  a  crime.'* 


THE  JEWpSS  AND  HER  SON. 

POOR  Mistress: Levi  had  a  luckless  son, 
W^ho,  rushing  to  obtain  the  foremost  seat. 
In  imitation  of  th'  ambitious  great. 
High  from  the  gallery,  ere  the  play  begun. 
He  fell  all  plump  into  the  pit. 
Dead  in  a  minute  as  a  nit ; 
In  short,  he  broke  his  pretty  Hebrew  neck. 
Indeed,  and  very  dreadful  was  tlie  wreck. 
The  mother  was  distracted,  raving  wild ; 
Shriek'd  tore  her  hair,  embrac'd,  and  kiss'd  her  child. 

Afflicting  every  heart  with  grief  arouiid. 
Soon  as  the  show'r  of  tears  was  somewhat  paist. 
And  moderately  calm  the  hysteric  blast. 

She.  cast  about  her  eyes  in  thought  profound ; 
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And  being  with  a  saving  knowledge  bless' J, 
She  thus  the  play-house  manager  addressed  : 
Sher,  Fm  de  moder  of  de  poor  chew  lad, 
Dat  meet  mishfartin  here  so  bad, — 
Sher  I  naust  hafde  shilling  back,  you  knew^ 
"  Ass  Moses  haf  nat  see  de  show.'^ 


GOOD  FRIDAY. 

SIR  HARRY,  a  high  priest  and  deep  divine. 
Ambitious  much  'mid  modern  Saints  to  shine^ 
On  a  Good  Friday  evening  took  an  airing  : 
Not  far  had  he  proceeded,  ere  a  sound 
Did  the  two  ears  of  this  good  priest  astotmd  ; 

Such  as  loud  laughs,  ccmmix'd  with  some  small 
swearing. 

Now  in  an  orchard  pcep'd  the  Knight  so  sly. 
With  such  a"«taring,  rolling,  frenzied  eye  ; 

Where,  lo  1  a  band  of  rural  swains  were  blest ; 
Too  proud  to  Join  the  creiv^  he  wav'd  his  hand^ 
Beck'ning  to  his  unholy,  playful  band. 

Forth  came  a  boy,  obedient  to  the  Priest  ; 
"  What  wicked  things  are  ye  all  doing  here. 
On  this  most  solemn  day  of  ail  the  ye&r  }^* 
"  Playing  at  skittles,"  said  the  simple  lad  ; 

Playing  at  skittles  !  Devils,  are  ye  mad? 
«  For  tvhatf*'     A  jack-ass,  Sir,*'  the  boy  replies  : 

A  jack-ass     roars  the  Priest,  with  wolf-like  eyest 

Run,  run,  and  tell  them  heav'nwill  not  be  shamm'd. 
Tell  them  this  instant  that  they'll  all  be  d — d.'* 

/  tvull.  Sir  Harry — iss,  I  tvully  Sir  Harr^"— 
Then  off  he  set  th'  important  news  to  carry  ; 

To  warn  them  that  di  ead  torments  would  ensue : 
But  suddenly  the  scamp'ring  lad  turn'd  round. 
And  thus,  with  much  simplicity  of  sound, 

"  Sir  Harry,  must  the  jack  ass  be  d'-r  d  too  f- 
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DOCTOR  VON  BLOUSTERBOURG's  SPEECH 

ON  HIS  ARRIVAL  IN  THE  H£TROPOLIS  OF 
ENGLAND. 

I DR.  WALTHO  VON  BLOUSTERBOURa,  last  from 
,  the  Emporium  of  the  Universe,  am  just  airi vcd  in  this 
[ciiy,  and  will  give  advice  and  dispenie  my  medicines  every 
Saturday;  for  the  bent  fit  of  my  felicw  creatures.    I  :*m  a  na^ 
dve  of  Arabia  De^^erta,  citizen  and  burgomaster  of  the  city  of 
Brandinopolis — am  the  seventh  «on  of  a  seventh  son  ;  studied 
:herai8try  in  High  Germany — have  made  myself  master  of 
he  works  of  Gaien,  Hippocrates,  Albumagar,  ao-d  Paracel- 
Uf,  and  am  become  the  jflEsculapus  of  ihe  age.    I  have  stu- 
lied  and  wa«  educated  in  twelve  wrjiversiiics,  have  travelled 
hrougli  fifty-two  kingdoms,  being  counsellor  to  ihe  coun»el- 
org  of  several  nion«rchs  ;  am  lately  arrivtd  from  the  fa r- 
htst  part  of  Utopia;  have  trave  led  through  all  Europe,  A- 
ia,  Africa,  and  America,  from  the  suu's  oriental  exaltation, 
a  his  occidental  declination;  and  have   out  ol  mere  pity  to 
iBgni&hing  mortals,  by  the  entreaties  of  several  dukes^  earls, 
|)rds,  and  honourable  personages,,  been  prevailed  ypon  to 
;ivoar  this  kingdom  with  my  n<  tice.    That  al!  persons, 
pung  or  old,  blind  or  lame,  deaf  or  dumb,  curable  or  incu- 
lible,  may  know  where  to  repair  for  cure  m  all  cephal^leias, 
iralytic  paroxy^rrw,  palpitations*  of  the  pericardium,  empj- 
nas,  and  syncopes,  arising  either  from  a  pi  thora,  or  cacho- 
imy,  vertiginous  vapours,  dydrocephalous  dia.-tabis,  po- 
grical  inflammations,  iJiac  passions,  ict  rical  effusions,  the 
cites,  tympanites,  anasarca,  and  the  entire  legion  of  the 
hiferous  distempers.    I  have  the  true  Canhamophra  of  the 
[pie  kingdom,  this  never  faiiiug  Heliogenes,  b«ing  the  tinc- 
rc?  of  the  sun,  deriving,  vigour,  influence  and  dominion 
»m  the  same  light.    It  canses  all  countenances  and  cora- 
ixions  to  laugh  or  smile  at  the  very  time  of  taking;  is  seven 
ars  preparing,  and  being  prepared  ie(,undum  artemy  by  fer- 
ntation,  cohobaiion  calcination,  sublimation,  fixation,  cir- 
ation,  and  quidiibiiificaiion,  in  balneo  marix,  crucible  and 
Jtory,  the  athrvnor,  cucurbita,  and  reverberatory ,  is  the  only 
ereign  medicine  in  the  world.    1  his  is  naiure's  palladium, 
ith*fe  magazine;  and  it  works  seven  manner  of  ways,  as 
ureheiself  rt quires,  for  it  scorns  to  be  confined  to  any 
ticular  way  ot  operation.    If  a  man  chance  to  have  his 
ins  beat  out,  or  head  chopped  oflT,  two  d^ops  seasonably 
licdi  will  r ecal  the  fleeting  spirits,  reinthrone  the  deposed 
i€U8}  cement  the  discontinuity  of  the  parts,  and  in  six  mi< 
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nutes  re&tere  the  lifeless  trunk  to ^all  its  pristine  funettons, 
vital,  natural,  and  animal.  I  have  it  under  the  hands  and 
seals  of  all  the  greatest  sultans,  sophys,  bashaws,  viziers, 
chams,  seraskiers.  mufties,  &c.  in  Christendom,  to  verificate 
the  truth  of  my  operations  ;  and  that  I  have  absolutely  per- 
formed such  cures  as  are  really  beyond  common  human  ab«- 
lites,  is  also  attested  by  my  aid  and  assistant, 

TOGOROOGOOROO, 


A 


THE  PETIT  MAITRE; 

AND  THE   MAN  ON  THE  WHEEL. 

T  Paris,  soiiie  time  since,  a  murd'rinj^  man, 
A  German,  £^nd  a  most  unlucky  chap, 
Sad,  stumbling  at  the  thresh*)ld  of  his  plan, 
Fell  into  madam  Justice's  strong  trap. 

The  bungler  was  condemned  to  grace  the  wheel, 
On  which  the  dullest  fibres  learn  t©  feel; 

His  limbs  secundum  ariem  to  be  broke. 

Amid  ten  thousand  people,  p'rhaps,  or  more:,  di 

When  Monsieur  Ketch  applied  a  stroke. 
The  culprit,  like  a  bullock,  made  a  roar. 

A  flippant  petit  maiire,  skipping  by, 
Stepp'd  up  to  him,  and  checked  him  for  his  cry 

Boh  quoth  the  German,  ant  1  pon  de  whe^i 
^*  D*ye  tink  my  nerfs,  and  blood,  and  bones, 

feel?'' 

**  Sir,"  quoth  the  beau,     don't  be  in  such  a  pa^^lA 
I've  nought  to  say  about  your  situation  ; 
But  making  such  a  hideous  noise  in  France,^ 

"  Fellow,  is  contrary  to  Bien  seance  " 


THE  MONK  AND  JEW. 

STERN  Winter,  clad  in  frost  and  snow. 
Had  now  forbade  the  streams  to  flow,  ,  : 
And  skated  peasants  swiftly  glide^ 


Like  swallows  o'er  the  slippery  tide ; 

When  Mordecai,  tipon  whose  fac6 

The  synagogue  you  plain  might  trace. 

Fortune  with  smiles  deceitful  bore 

To  a  curst  hole,  but  late  skinn'd  o*er  ; 

Down  plumps  the  Jew,  and  sinking  found. 

Though  deep  the  hole,  the  distant  ground ; 

Rising,  the  friendly  ice  he  caught. 

Which  kept  him  from  the  chilling  draught. 

He  gasp'd,  he  yell'd  a  hideous  cry  ! 

No  friendly  hand,  alas  !  was  nigh. 

Save  a  poor  Monk,  who  quickly  ran 

To  snatch  from  death  the  drowning  man. 

But  when  the  holy  father  saw 

A  limb  of  the  Mosaic  law  ; 

His  outstretch'd  hand  he  quick  withdrew. 

;  *f  For  heaven's  sake  help  V*  exclaims  the  Jew  : 

"  Turn  Christian  first,''  the  father  cries; 
Fm  froze  to  death,*'  the  Jew  replies  ; 
Froze     quoth  the  Monk, too  soon  you'll  know 
There's  fire  enough  for  Jews  below, 

^'  Renounce  your  unbelieving  crew, 
"  And  help  is  near  — I  do,  I  do  !" 

D—n  all  your  brethren,  great  and  small," 
With  all  my  heart.  Oh  d — n  them  ail ! 

"  Now  help  me  out,'*     There's  something  more : 

"  Kiss  this  blest  cross,  and  Christ  adore/' 

"  There,  there,  I  Christ  adore."       'Tis  well ! 

"  Thus  arm'd,  defiance  bid  to  hell ; 

"  And  yet,  another  thing  remains 

.    To  guard  against  eternal  pains : 
Do  you  our  papal  father  hold 

**  Heaven's  Vicar,  and  believe  all  told 

: By  holy-church  ?"    1  do,  by  G-d  ; 
One  moment  more  I'm  food  for  cod  1 
Drag !  drag  me  out  ! — I  freeze,  I  die  !" 
My  friend,  your  peace  is  made  on  high  : 

"  Fuli  absolution  here  I  give. 
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St.  Petei*  will  your  soul  receive  : 
"  Washed  clean  from  sin,  and  duly  shriven. 

New  converts  always^o  to  heaven; 
*^  No  hour  for  death  so  fit  as  this ; 
"  Thus,  thus,  I  launch  you  into  bliss 

So  said  the  father — in  a  trice 

His  convert  launched  beneath  the  ice. 


THE  BEAR  AND  GARDENER. 

IN  the  days  of  old  Pilpay  there  flourished  a  bear. 
Good  natur'd  and  gentle,  and  quite  debonair ; 
Though  shaggy  his  form,  yet  his  soul  was  polite, 
And  to  jive  among  men  was  Sir  Bruin's  deh'ght. 
In  those  days,  like  men,  bears  could  reason  and  talk. 
At  present,  like  bears,  men  can  growl,  dance  or  walk. 
This  bear  had  a  Heart  which  to  friendship  inclin'd  1 
And  m  Adam  he  found  a  i;^ arm  friend  to  his  mind  > 
Orestes  aiid  Py lades  were  not  more  kind  : —  J- 
A  gard'ner  was  Adam,  extremely  well  known 
For  hi^  friendship  with  Bruin  in  country  and  town. 
Whenever  friend  Adam  you  saw,  you  might  swear 
His  foijr-legg'd  companion  would  shortly  appear ; 
Or  if  good  Sir  Bruin  you  any  time  spy*d, 
The  gardener  was  always  observ'd  by  bis  side.  j 
With  labour  o'ercome,  in  the  shade  as  one  day  <| 
Poor  Adam  a  snoring  most  happily  lay, 
Friend  Bruin  sate  squat  on  his  bum  to  attend  him. 
Lest  during  his  sleep,  man  or  beast  should  offend  him. 
Our  centinei  had  not  long  watch'd.  when,  in  scorn, 
A  monstrous  huge  flesh  fly  came  sounding  his  horn, 
In  circles  he  wring*d  round  poor  Adam  his  flight. 
And,  lur*d  by  sweet  vapours,  he  faiii  would  alight  i 
On  Adam's  moist  forehead  he  settled — and  then. 
When  beat  off  h-e  flew  to  his  forehead  again. 
,  He  buzz'd  so,  and  teaz'd  so,  and  still  was  so  loud^  | 
V  That  Bruin  in  vengeance  destruction  avowMj 
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\nd  cunningly  watching,  he  Baw  him  alight, 
To  feast  on  the  lips  of  his  friend,  as  in  spiteu 
I'  Oh,  ho  !"  quoth  friend  Bruin^     I  have  you,  my/ 
dear, 

iTou  soundly  shall  pay,  by  the  Lore!,  for  yoiip  cheer:*/ 
\nd  sending  full  drive  a  laraje  stone  at  the  foe, 
rle  crushed  him  at  once  with  a  death  dealin^^  bldw, 
3ut  the  very  next  minute  he  saw  the  fly  dead, 
\11  poor  Adam's  teeth  dropp'd  out  of  his  headr 
Admit  it  as  a  certain  rule. 
Friendship  is  dangerous  from  a  fool. 


BEANS  AND  BACON. 

CTTT  HEN  Philosoph  was  in  the  antique  chair, 
i  V  V    Allcarv'd  and  gilt,  and  rais  d  above  his  peers, 
le  ask*d  a  question  made  his  brethren  stare, 
lolling  his  major  down,  to  hide—his  ears  ! 
'  As  we  have  rang'd  completely  grubs  and  greens, 
'  Pray  in  what  jrenus  do  you  class  your  beans?** 
^  How  class  our  beans?"  cried  Fungus,  **let  me  see,'* 
i*  How  class  our  beans  ?'^  roar'd  Horace  ( vis  a  vis) 
i'  How  class  our  beans  ?  '  went  individual  round, 
^nd  all  seem'd  lost  in  reveries  profound  ? 
Silence  assumed  the  absolute  command, 
iach  head  lean'd  pond  rous  on  its  kindred  hand  : 

band  of  nincompoops  wer«  e'er  so  posed, 
\nd  some  o'erwrung  by  study  dreamt  and  dozed. 
).  D's  Lords,  M.  D  s  V^dk  d  in  deep  distress, 
Vnd  Ignorance  hoodwink  d  every  F.  R,  S. 
fill  an  old  woman,  who  at  their  desire, 
A/^as  wont  toempt  the  pot,  and  stir  the  fire, 
2nded  the  matter,  as  bystanders  ouglit, 
Vnd  sav'd  their  brains  from  being  pierc  d  by  thought: 
Your  honours,  sure,''  quoth  she,  **can't  be  mistaken^ 
*  I  always  class  my  bean^  with  bacon 


ADVICE  TO  TAPSTERS  IN  GENERAL. 


YE  Tapstei*s  whp're  wont  to  draw  porter  or  ale. 
And  would  probably  wish  to  draw  mere. 
You  may  hear  of  a  plan  from  a  very  short  tale. 
Which  'tis  likely  you  ne'er  heard  before. 

Giles  Trickem,  an  ostler,  the  world  did  begin. 
Till,  on  strength  of  each  traveller's  bounty. 

He  set  up  a  pot-house,  and  there  he  laid  in, 
I  think,  the  worst  ale  in  the  county. 

Giles's  maxim  was  this — If  his  profits  were  great. 
The  sooner  he'd  taste  the  world's  pleasures ; 

And  hence — -like  some  other  wise  men  of  the  state- 
He  would  oftentimes  deal  in  half  measures. 

To  a  customer  once,  as  conversing  they  stood, 
Giles  bragg'd,  (for  he  always  would  speak 

Of  his  trade  in  the  hand^oinest  terms  that  he  could) 
That  he  drew  his  three  hogsheads  a  week. 

'  That's  a  vast  deal  indeed,*'  quoth  the  other,  yet 
still. 

As  you  don't  seem  a  man  to  mind  trouble, 
I'm  certain  of  this— that  you  may,  if  you  will. 
Draw  nearly  that  quantity  double." 

I  suppose,"  replied  Giles,  with  a  wink  of  his  eye, 
"  That  you  mean  me  to  mix  certain  drugs 
To  make  people  drunk,'*—"  Why  no,  truly  not  I ; 
What  I  meant  was  by  Jilling  your  mugs,^' 


THE  CONNOISSEUR. 

IN  that  fam'd  room  where  artists  strive 
True  taste  snd  genius  to  revive, 
Where  modern  Guidos  put  in  claim. 
Contending  for  the  wreath  of  fame  ; 


Vhere  Virtu's  sons,  with  great  precision,  rooq 

rheir  knowledge  prove  by  \vise  deeison ; 

\  judge  allow 'd  a  Connoisseur, 

;Vith  buckrana  gait,  and  phiz  demure, 

looting  a  piece,  on  which  the  crowd 

Jhusual  compliments  bestow 'd, 

;riis  glass  first  peeps  through  with  an  air, 

j  True  connoisseurs  short-sighted  are) 

The  painting  carelessly  survey'd. 

And  when  informed  'twas  English  made, 

Thus  to  an  elbow  friend,  with  look 

Oracularly  cynic,  spoke  : — 

Sure,  never  was  performance  seen, 
I"  More  Gothic,  tasteless,  lifeless,  mean  : 

Painting  i — 'tis  canvass  spoiled  ! — Oh,  Gad  ! 
"  "Tis  daubing  !  execrable  !• — sad  ! 
^'  No  colouring  \  keeping  ! — and  such  Clares 
\"  Obscure  ! — all  Englise  ! — all  Barhare  ! 
i*^  And  how  unnaturally''  shows 

That  ill  made  Fly  on  the  vile  rose. 

A  Fly  !  'tis  no  moie  like," — when  quick, 
Pointing  towards  the  Fly  his  stick, 
I  To  prove  his  criticism  true, 
'Away  the  little  insect  flew. 


THE  RIDER  AND  SAND  BOY. 

O  give  the  last  polish  to  youth,  His  agreed 
Jt    That  Travel  doth  all  formal  precepts  excee<|-^. 
It  adds  ease  and  freedom  to  classic  glean'd  knowledge 
!^ubs  off  the  school  rust,  and  the  roughness  of  College,^ 
As  a  proof  of  this  system,  what  men  are  so  easy 
As  those  who  for  Orders  so  fluently  teaze  ye  ; 
Who  ride  round  the  country,  and  shov/  far  and  near 
Their  Manchester  patterns,  or  Birmingham  ware. 

One  day,  after  dinner,  a  set  of  these  wag^ 
W^re  cracking  their  filberts,  and  praising  their  nags, 


A  poor  shoeless  urchin,  half  starv'd  and  snn-tann'd;. 
Went  by  the  Inn  wmdow,  crying,     Buy  my  fine 
sand!" 

When  saddle  bag  Sammy,  long  fam'd  for  his  fun. 
To  banter  this  dast-cover'd  squaller  begun-r— 

What  dost  sell  there,  my  lad  ?"     Why,  sand,  sir;*' 

And  prithee  , 
Hast  got  a  large  stock  ?  I  see  none  of  it  with  thee.'* 
Oh !  I  leaves  sand  and  Neddy  about  the  Town'a 
borders, 

"  And  am  just  stepping  round,  sir,  to  look  out  for 

Orders  r 


A  COURT  AUDIENCE. 

OLD  South,  a  witty  churchman  reckon'd, 
Was  preaching  once  to  Charles  the  Second, 
But  much  too  serious  for  a  court. 
Who  all  at  preaching  made  a  sport. 
He  soon  perceiv'd  his  audience  nod. 
Deaf  to  the  zealous  man  of  God  ! 
The  Doctor  stopped — began  to  call. 

Pray  wake  the  Earl  of  Lauderdale; 
"  My  Lord  !  why,  'tis  a  monstrous  thing  ! 
*^  You  snore  so  loud  you'll  wake  the  king." 


IRISH  BINDING. 

TEAGUE,  a  true  honest  soul,  as  e'er  trod  Irish 
ground. 

Once  was  sent  by  his  master,  some  books  to  get 
bound ; 

Bibles,  essays,  and  poems,  and  works  of  virtu. 
To  be  deck'd  with  gilt  letters,  in  scarlet  and  blue. 

When  the  artisan  ey'd  them,  in  terms  of  his  trade. 
Some  of  these  must  be  dene  in  Morocco,''  he  said; 
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^  These  bibles  in  Turkey ;  and,  as  for  the  rest, 
think  Basil  and  Russia  will  suit  them  the  be^t.'* 
Fait,"  says  Teague,  "  hold  your  bodder,  and  oat* 
landish  stuff, 

}ure,  and  wont  Irish  binding  look  just  well  enough? 
iVhy  these  outlandish  elves  would  you  be  after  trou*- 
bling  ? 

faster  told  me  to  get  'em  all  bound  here  in  Dublin.." 


THREE  BLACK  CROWS. 

TWO  honest  tradesmen  meeting  in  the  Strand, 
One  took  the  other  briskly  by  the  hand  : 
iark  ye  !  (said  he)  *tis  an  odd  story  this 
ibout  the  Crows  — I  don't  know  what  it  is, 
leplied  his  friend.     No!  Tm  surprised  at  that^ 
Vh^re  1  come  from  it  is  the  common  chat. 
5ut  you  shall  hear  an. odd  affair  indeed! 
\nd  that  it  happened  they  are  all  agreed* 
^ot  to  detain  you  from  a  thing  so  strange, 
\  gentleman  that  lives  not  far  from  'Change, 
This  week,  in  short,  as  all  the  Alley  knows. 
Caking  a  puke  has  thrown  up  three  black  CrowSi 
Impossible  I  Nay,  but  'tis  really  true  : 
[  have  it  from  sjood  hands,  and  so  may  you. 
From  whose,  I  pray  ?  So  having  nam'd  the  man, 
Straight  to  enquire  his  curious  comraile  ran. 
Sir,  did  you  tell — concerning  the  affair  ?— 
ifes,  Sir,  1  did  :  and  if  'tis  worth  your  care, 
\sk  Mr  Such-a-one,  he  told  it  me; 
But  by  the  bye,  'twas  two  black  Crows,  not  three^ 
^.esolv'd  to  trace  so  various  an  event. 
Whip  to  the  third  the  virtuoso  went: 
Sir,  and  so  forth— Why  yes,  the  thing  is  fact> 
Tho',  in  regard  to  number,  not  exact ; 
[t  was  not  two  bl|ick  Crows,  'twas  only  ohe, 
the  truth  of  that  you  may  depend  upon  i 


The  gentleman  himself  told  me  the  ease. 
Where  may  I  {ind  him  ?  —Why,  in  such  a  place. 
Away  goes  he,  and  having  found  him  out- 
Sir,  be  so  good  as  to  resolve  a  doubt. 
Then  to  his  last  informant  he  referred, 
And  begg  d  to  know  if  ^rwe  what  he  had  heard. 
Did  you,  Sir,  throw  up  a  black  Crow  ?  Not  I. 
Bless  me,  how  people  propagate  a  lie! 
Black  Crows  have  been  thrown  up,  three,  two,  an( 
one, 

And  here  I  find  all  comes  at  last,  to — none! 
Did  you  say  nothing  of  a  Crow  at  all  ? 
Crow  !  Crow  !~perhaps  I  might ;  now  I  recal 
The  matter  over. — And  pray,  Sir,  what  was  it? 
Why  I  was  horrid  sick,  and  at  the  last 
I  did  throw  up,  and  told  my  neighbour  so. 
Something  that  was— as  black  as  any  Grow. 


THE  BITER  BIT. 
CERTAIN  priest  had  hoarded  up 


But  where  he  might  bestow  it  safe 
By  fancy  was  not  told. 

At  last  it  came  into  his  head 

To  lock  it  in  a  chest 
Widbin  the  chancel ;  and  he  wrote 

Thereon,  Hie  Dens  est, 

A  merry  grig,  whose  greedy  mind 
Long  wished  for  such  a  prey. 

Respecting  not  the  sacred  words 
That  on  the  casket  lay  ; 

Took  out  the  gold,  and  blotting  out 

The  priest's  inscript  thereon, 
Wl^ote,  Resurrexit,  non  est  hie. 
Your  God  is  rose  and.gjMie.** 


THE  IRISH  DRUMMER. 

1%  SOLDIER,  so  at  least  the  story  goes, 

•       It  was  in  Ireland  I  believe. 
Upon  his  back  was  sentenc'd  to  receive 

ive  hundred  gentle  cat-and-nine-tail  blows; 
Most  sagely  military  la\^*  providing. 
The  back  alone  shall  Suffer  for  back  •sliding, 

•Whether  his  crime  was  great  or  small^ 
)r  whether  there  was  any  crime  at  all, 

Are  facts  which  this  deponent  never  knew; 
Jut  tho*  uncertain  whether  justly  tried, 
Che  man  he  knows  was  to  the  halberd  tied, 
-  And  hopes  his  readers  will  believe  so  too. 

Suppose  him,  then,  fast  to  the  halberd  bound, 
His  poor  companions  standing  silent  round. 

Anticipating  ev'ry  dreadful  smack ; 
kVhile  Patrick  Donovan,  from  Wicklow  county^ 
Is  j Cist  preparing  to  bestow  his  bounty. 

Or  beat  quick  time  upon  his  comrade's  back. 

Of  Stoics  must  we  read  in  tales  of  yore. 

Of  Zeno,  Possidonius,  Epictetus, 
VVho,  unconcern'd  the  greatest  torments  bore  ; 

Or  else  these  ancient  Stoics  strangely  cheat  us* 
My  hero  was  no  Stoic,  it  is  plain  ; 

He  could  not  suffer  torments  and  be  dumb^ 
But  roar'd  before  he  felt  the  smallest  pain. 

As  if  ten  rusty  nails  had  pierc'd  his  bum  ! 

Not  louder  is  the  terror  spreading  note. 
Which  issues  from  the  hungry  lion's  throat; 
I  When  o'er  Numidian  plains,  in  search  of  prey> 
He  takes  his  cruel  iife-destroying  way. 

The  first  two  strokes,  which  made  my  hero  jump, 
Fell  right  across  the  confines  of  his  rump ; 
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On  which  he  piliously  began  to^i'y. 
Strike  hi^h !  strike  high  !  for  merej^'s  sake  strike 
high  !  -l' 

Pat,  of  a  mild  obliging  disposition,  ; 
Could  not  refuse  to  grant  his  friend's  petitiorii 
An  Irishman  has  got  a  tender  heart,  - 
And  never  likes  to  act  a  cruel  part ; 
pat  gave  a  good  example  to  beholders^  -  .j 

And  the  next  stroke  fell  on  his  comrade's  shoulder^ 

Our  suffering  herd  now  began  to  roar  ,,1 

As  loud,  if  not  much  louder,  than  before; 

At  whjch  Pat  lost  all  patience,  and  exclaim'dj 

While  his  Hibernian  face  with  anger  flamed, 

"  The  devil  burn  you !  can't  your  tongue  be  still  ? 

There  is  no  pleasing  you,  strike  where  you  will/* 


GILES  JOLT. 

GILES  JOLT,  as  sleeping  in  his  cart  he  lay. 
Some  waggish  pilf'rers  stole  his  team  away  r-i^^ 
Giles]  wakes,  and  cries,— What's  here  ?  odsdikins^ 
what ! 

Why  how  now  !  Am  I  Giles,  or  am  I  not  ? 
If  he,  I've  lost  six  geldings  to  my  smart  ; 
If  not-^dsbuddikins  !  I've  found  a  cart. 


.FINIS. 
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